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Na 


Dave stuck his head into the kitchen doorway. "David?" 
Bill looked up from the cake he was frosting and shook his head. 
Dave moved on to the shop. "Is David in here?" 


Jamie arched an eyebrow at him and then looked around the half-empty coffee shop. "Does it look like he's in 
here? Put a bell around his neck, for God's sake." 


Dave flipped her off and then started for the stairs up to their loft. He opened the door to find Maks and 
Boris asleep on the couch and Shelby greeted him with a grin. "Where's Daddy, baby girl? You seen him?" Dave 
pet her head and then called out, "David? Baby?" 


He stepped into the bedroom. No sign of David. "Where is that little shit?" Dave muttered to himself. He stood 
in the middle of the bedroom, trying to remember if he saw David leave. He'd been so engrossed in what he 
was doing, he knew there was a chance that David had an entire conversation with him before taking one of 


the cars out of the garage. 


Dave opened the door that led up to the roof. "David, are you up here?" A warmth spread through Dave as he 
remembered the best day of his life taking place up on that roof. He hoped that David thought of their oasis 
that way, Too. As he slowly climbed the steps, he was reminded of the way David looked in his suit that day. 
He could see David's joyful smile and the way his gorgeous hazel eyes twinkled in the evening sunlight. Dave 
could never decide which he loved more: the way David's eyes shone like liquid gold or the way his nose 
wrinkled as he tried to stop smiling and couldn't. It was true that Dave had, all his life, attached sentimental 
meaning to places and this building in Minneapolis was no different. They could live anywhere in the world, but 
it was in this building in this city that Dave had found the life he'd always wanted. So he vowed to make their 
nest the best and most comfortable it could be for David 


On the roof of the two story building, they had a garden, pools, a fountain, a dining table, a grill, and a hiding 
place. It offered peace and tranquility and a space to unwind and relax. Dave was fairly certain, with the rain 
falling, he now knew where his husband was. Dave ducked around the corner and smiled when he finally found 
him. Sitting cross-legged on a bench against the wall, under the canopy of the pergola and morning glory vines 
was David with a cup of coffee in one hand and a book in the other. 

He sat down beside the older man and gently took the mug from his hand. Dave took a sip. "David, | - " 

"Shh." 

"But | wa-" 

"Dave, shh." 

"David, | want -" 

David finally looked up from his book and shot Dave a look. He returned his attention to his book while Dave 
sheepishly drained the mug and set it down. He tried very hard to sit patiently with David. He watched the rain 
bouncing onto the roof for a while. Then he watched it hit the morning glory leaves, making them dance. He 
looked out, into the city, wondering if it was supposed to be a heavy storm or if it would stop soon. Eventually, 
Dave grew bored and shifted to curl up on his side and lay his head in David's lap. Without missing a beat, 
David continued to read while he moved a hand to Dave's head and started stroking his hair. 

"Read out loud, David, please?" 

David smiled. "But l'm almost done." 

"Please? | like it when you read to me" 


"Very well, then" David took a moment to find his spot again and then quietly read out loud. 


‘Autumn passed and Winter, and in the Spring, when the days grew warm and sumy, the Boy went out to play in 


the wood behind the house. And while he was playing, two rabbits crept out from the bracken and peeped at him 
One of them was brown all over, but the other had strange markings under his fur, as though long ago he had been 
spotted, and the spots still showed through And about his little soft nose and his round black eyes there was 
something familiar, so that the Boy thought fo himself: 

‘Why, he looks just lke my old Bunny that was lost when | had scarlet fever! 


But he never knew that it really was his own Bunny, come back to look at the child who had first helped him to 
be Real" 


He closed the book and set it aside, sighing softly and taking up stroking Dave's hair with both hands. 
"Which one am |?" 

"Sorry?" David leaned over a bit to hear Dave better. 

"Am | the boy or the bunny?" 

With a gentle smile, David replied, "You're the boy whose love made me real" 

The younger man turned his head to look up at David. "I love that story" 


"Me, too, baby." For a moment, they gazed at each other before David remembered. "Hey, what did you come 


find me for, anyway?" 

With a silly grin, Dave asked, "Can | have more cookies?" 

David let out a surprised laugh and shook his head. "No, you certainly may not." 
Dave's grin turned into a deep pout, which David bent over and kissed. 


"Stay here with me ard listen to the rain." 


